ROBESPIERRE
have been to him to retire to the peace of Versailles,
where he could have devoted much of his time to his
favourite occupation, writing. Perhaps he also dreamt of
marriage with pretty Annette Duplessis, sister of the
Lucile who a short time later married his friend
Desmoulins, and to whom, at about that time, he is
supposed to have been engaged. They all occasionally
fondled dreams of retirement to a peaceful, uneventful
existence, those young men of the Revolution. Thus
Desmoulins, shortly after his marriage, speaks of
abandoning the hectic career of revolutionary journalist,
returning to the Bar, and devoting himself to being a
good husband. Thus the stern, the terrible Saint-Just—
relentless young god of revolutionary wrath—dreams of
a rustic retreat with a beloved woman and books for
company. Nothing ever came of it for any of them.
They had to follow their destiny through noise and
tumult to the guillotine; nor is it likely that they could
have found happiness in retirement. The Revolution
was their passion, their mistress; her hot embrace
stirred their souls to their nethermost depths; not even
on the scaffold could they have regretted having
remained loyal to her.
Robespierre abandoned his dream some few months
later, when elected Prosecutor of the City of Paris. In
the above-mentioned letter he tries to justify his
acceptance of the new honour. It is inconceivable that
he could have done otherwise. He was a thread marked
by fate for the weaving of its pattern of human destiny.
While other cities were thus honouring him, he was
not nearly as popular in his home town of Arras, If
The Acts of the Apostles, the royalist paper, is to be
believed, violence was contemplated when word came
that he meant to visit the city of his birth. If this be
true, then a remarkable reversion of sentiment took
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